Wisdom and Destiny

that has ceased to be selfish, instinctive,
or commonplace, differs but little from
the horizon of happiness when this last
is regarded from the height of a thought
of similar nature, but other in origin.
And after all, it matters but little whether
the clouds be golden or gloomy that
yonder float over the plain; the traveller
is glad to have reached the eminence
whence his eye may at last repose on
illimitable space. The sea is not the less
marvellous and mysterious to us though
white sails be not for ever flitting over
its surface; and neither tempest nor day
that is radiant and calm is able to bring
enfeeblement unto the life of our soul.
Enfeeblement comes through our dwell-
ing, by night and by day, in the airless
room of our cold, self-satisfied, trivial,
ungenerous thoughts, at a time when the
sky all around our abode is reflecting the
light of the ocean.